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and most likely Perette Mauger, the great Paris
receiver of stolen goods, not yet dreaming, poor
woman! of the last scene of her career when Henry
Cousin, executor of the high justice, shall bury
her, alive and most reluctant, in front of the new
Montigny gibbet.1 Nay, our friend soon began to
take a foremost rank in this society. He could
string off verses, which is always an agreeable
talent; and he could make himself useful in many
other ways. The whole ragged army of Bohemia,
and whosoever loved good cheer without at all
loving to work and pay for it, are addressed in
contemporary verses as the " Subjects of Frangois
Villon." He was a good genius to all hungry and
unscrupulous persons ; and became the hero of a
whole legendary cycle of tavern tricks and cheat-
eries. At best, these were doubtful levities, rather
too thievish for a schoolboy, rather too gamesome
for a thief. But he would not linger long in this
equivocal border land. He must soon have com-
plied with his surroundings. He was one who
would go where the cannikin clinked, not caring
who should pay; and from supping in the wolves'
den, there is but a step to hunting with the pack
And here, as I am on the chapter of his degrada-
tion, I shall say all I mean to say about its darkest
expression, and be done with it for good. Some

1 Ckromque Scandalise* ed. Pantheon, p. 237.